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mernings or on Christmas or on the
Fourth of July, drifting bappily ent of
pleasant dreams into the consciousness
of long awalted delights thut had come
true, yet lylng only balf aswuke In a
cheerful borderland, leaving Lapplness
undefined.

The morning breeze was tluttering at
bis window blind, a honey<uckle vine
tapped lightly on the pane.
trilling, warbling, whistling. snd from
the street came the rumbling of wag-
ona, merry cries of greeting and the
barking of dogs. What was 11 made
him feel 8o young and strong amd light
hearted? The breeze brounwt him the
smell of June roses, fresh amd sweet
with dew, and then he knew why he
bad come smiling from bis dreams. He
leaped out of bed and shouted londly:
“Zen! Hello, Xenophon!”

In answer an ancient, very black
darky, his warped and wrinkled vis-
age showing under his grizzled halr
like charred paper In a fall of pine
ashes, put his head In at the door and
sald: “Good mawn', suh. Yessuh. Hit's
done pump’ full. Good mawn’, suh.”

A few moglets Ilater the colored
man, seated on the front steps of the
cottage, heard a mighty splashing
within while the rafters rang with
stemtorian song:

*“He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribbon,

He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribbon,

He promised to buy me a bonny blue
ribbon,

To tie up my bonny brown halr.

*Oh, dear, what can the matter he?
Oh, dear, what can the matter be?
Oh, dear, what ean the matter be?
Johnnle's so long at the fair!™
The listener’'s jaw dropped. and his
mouth opened and stayed open. “Him!™
he muttered faintly. “Singin'!”

*Well the old triangle knew the musle

of our tread;
How the peaceful Seminole would tremble
in his bed!"

sang the editor.

“I dunno huccome it,” exclaimed the
old man, “but, bless Gawd, de young
man happy!™ A thought struck him
suddenly, and he secratched his head.
“Maybe he goin’ away,” bhe said quer-
ulously. “What beccine of ole Zen?"
The splashing ceased, but not the volce,
which struck Iinto a mnoble marching
chorus.

“Oh, my Lawd,” sald the colored man,
*1 pray you listen at dat!”

*“Boldiers marching up the street.

They keep the time;
They look sublime!
Hear them play ‘TMe Wacht am Rheln*
They call it Schnelder's band.
Tra la la, la la.*

The length of Main street and all
sides of the square resounded with the
rattle of vehicles of every kind. Since
earliest dawn they had been pouring in-
to the village, a long procession, on ev-
ery country road. The air was full of
exhllaration; everybody was laughing
and shouting and calling greetings, for
Carlow county was turning out, and
from far and near the country people
eame—nay, from over the county line;
and clouds of dust arose from every
thoroughfare and highway and swept
inte town to herald thelr coming.

Dibb Zane, the “sprinkling contract-
or, had been at work with the town

“Homney, hit baid luck sing’fo’ breakfus’."

water cart since the morning stars were
bright, but he might as well have wa-
tered the streets with his tears, which,
Indeed, when the farmers began to
come in, bringing their cyclones of
dust, he drew nigh unto after a burst
of profanity as futile as his cart.

“Tief wie das Meer soll deine Liebe sein,”
hummed the editor in the cottage. His
song had taken on a reflective tone, as
that of one who cons a problem or
wusleally ponders which eard to play.
He was kneeling before an old trunk in
his bedchamber. From one compart-
ment bhe took a neatly folded pair of
duck trounsers and a light gray tweed

coat, from another a straw hat with a
ribbon of bLiright colors. He examined
these musingly. They had Iain in the
trunk for a long time undisturbxd, He

ehook the coat and brushed it. Then he
lald the garments upon hiz bed and
proceeded to shave himself carefully,

after which he donned the white trou-
sevs, the gray coat and, rmmmaging in
the trunk again, found a gay pink cra-

vat, which be fastened about his tall
collar (also n resurréetion from the
frunk) with a pearl pin. He took a long
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Birds were

e

alond. *“Who dat in dem panjingeries?
He gone jine de circus!” His hands
fell upon his knees, and he got % his
feet rhenmatieally, shnking his head
with forcboding. “Honey, honey, hit
baid lnck. Laid luck sing 'fo* breakfus'.

{ Trouble 'fo’ de day be done. Trouble,
honey, great trouble. Baid luck, baid
luck ™

Along the square the passing of the
editor in his eonl eqnipments was a
progress, amd wide were the eves and
decp the zisns of astonishment cansed
by his fesial appeaeance,  Mr. Tibbs

and his sister rushed from the post
ofliee to stare after i

“He looks jost beautiful, Solomon.™
snld Miss Tihbs

Harkless usnally ate his breakfast
alone, as he was the latest riser in
Plattville,  There were days in the
winter when he did not reach the hotel
antll 8 o'clock. This worning he found
a bunch of white roses, still wet with
dew and so fragrant that the whole
room was fresh and sweet with their
odor, prettily arranged In a bowl on
the table, and at his plate the largest
of all with a pin through the stem. e

looked up smilingly and nivlded at the
red faced. red haired waitress who was
waving a long fly brush over his head.
“Thank you. Charmion.” be said

“That's very pretiy.®

“That old Mr. Wimbhy was here,"” she
answered, “and be left word for yon to
look out. The whole possetucky of
Johnsons from the Crossroads passed
his house this mornin’. comin’ this
way, and he see Bob Skillett on the
square when he got to town. e left
them flowers. Mrs. Wimby sent 'em to
ye.” 1 didn’t bring "em.”

“Thank you for arranging them.”

Bhe turned even redder than she al-
ways was and answered nothing, vig-
orously darting her brush at an imag-
inary fiy on the cloth, After several
minutes she said abruptly, “You're wel
come."”

There was a silence, finally broken
by a longz. gasping sigh. Astonished,
he looked at the girl. Her eyes were
set unfathomably upon his pink tie.
The wand had dropped from her nerve-
less hand. and she stood rapt and im-
, movable, She started violently from

A “Ain't ye goin’ to finish

her trance,
, ¥Yer coffee?’ she asked, plying ber in-
| strument again, and, bending slightly,
| whispered, “Say. Eph Watts is over
there bhehind ye”
At a table .a a far corner of the room
a large gentieman in a brown frock
coat was quietly eating his breakfast
and reading the Herald. e was of an
ornate presence, though entirely neat.
A sumptoons expanse of linen exhibit-
ed itself between the lapels of his low
cut waisteoat, and an inch of bedia-
monded breastpin glittered there like
an ice ledge on a snowy mountain side.
He had a steady blue eye and a dlesi-
pated Iron gray mustache. This per-
sonage was Mr, Ephraim Watts, who,
following a calling more fashionable in
the eixghteenth century than In the lat-
ter decades of the nineteenth, had
shaken the dust of Carlow from hls
feet some three years previously at the
| Btrong request of the authorities. The
Herald had been particularly insistent
upon his deportation. In the local
| phrase, Harkless had “run him out o
{town.” DPerhaps it was because the
Herald's opposition, as the editor had
explained at the time, had been “mere-
ly moral and impersonal,” and the ed-
iltor had confessed to a liking for the
| unprofessional qualities of Mr. Watta,
| that there was but a slight embarrass-
ment when the two gentlemen met to-
day. His breakfast finished, Harkless
went over to the other and extended
his hand., Cynthia, the waitress, held
her breath and clutched the back of a
~chair. However, Mr. Watts made no
motion toward his well known hip
pocket. Instead he rose, flushing slight-
ly, and accepted the hand offered him.
| “I'm glad to see you, Mr, Watts”
sald the Journalist ecordially. “And
also, if you are running with the olr-

cui and ealeulate on dolng business
here today. I'll have you fired out of
town before noon. How are you?

You're looking extremely well."”

“Mr. Harkless” answered Watts, “1
eherish no hard feelings, and 1 npever
sald but what you done exactly right
when 1 left, three years ago. No, sir;
I'm not here in a professional way at
all, and I don’'t want to be molested.
I've connected myself with an oil com-
pany. and I'm down here to look over
the gronund. It beats poker and fantan
all hollow, though there ain’'t as many
chances in favor of the dealer, and In
ofl it's the farmer that gets the rakeoff.
I've come back. but In an enterprising
spirit this time, to open up a new feld

and shed light and money in Carlow.
They told me never to show my face
here again, but If yon say I stay 1
guess 1 can. | always was sure there
| was oil in the county. and I want to

prove it for everybody's benefit.
all right?”

i “My dear rfellow.” langhed the young
man, shaking the gambler's hand again.
“it 18 all rizht. 1 have always been

Is it

sorry 1 had to act against yon. Every-
thing is all right. Stay and bore to
Korea, if you like. IMd ever you see
such glorions weather?”

“I'I1 let you in on some ghares,” Watta
callad after him as he torned sway.

The other nodded in reply and was
leaving the room when Cynthia detain-
ed him by a flonrish of her fy brosh.
“Say,” she sald—she always called him

“Bay'—"you'vg forget yer Pewes

a habitoal devotee of Minnie Briscoe,

house. “The ladles will be down right
off,” he said. greeting the editor's cool
finery with a perceptible agitation and
the editor himself with a friendly shake
of the band. *“Mildy says to wait out
here.™

There was a faint rnstling within the
house, the swish of draperies on the
staire, a delicions whispering, when
light feet descend. tapping, to hearts
that beat an answer, the telegraphic
message: “We come! We come! We
are near! We are near™ Lige Wil-
lett= stared at Harkless, He had never
thought the Iatter was good looking un-
til he saw him step to the door to take
Helen Sherwood's hand and say, in a
strange, low, tense voice, “Good morn-
Ing.” a= if he were announcing, at the
least: “Every one In the world, except
us two, died last night. It is a solemn
thing. bat 1 am very happy.”

They walked, Minnie and Mr. Wil-
letts, a little distance in front of the
others. Harkless could not have told
afterward whether they rode or walked
or floated on an airship to the court-
house, Al he knew distinctly was
that a divinity in a pink =hirt waist
and s bhat that was woven of gauzy
cloud by mocking fairies to make him
ftoop hideonsly to see under it dwelt
for the time on earth and was at his
gide, dazzling him in the morning sun-
shine.  Last night the moon had lent
her a silvery glamour, She had some-

thing of the ethereal whiteness of
night dews In that watery light. a
nymph to lanzh from a sparkling foun-
tain at the moon, or, as he thonght, re-

membering ber courtesy for his pretty

speech, perhaps a little lady of King
Louls® court wandering down the years

from: Fontainebleau and appearing to
tlnmsy mortals sometimes of a summer
night when the woon was in their

beads.

But today she was of the daintiest
color. a pretty girl whose gray eyes
twinkled to his in gay companionship.
He marked how the sunshine danced
ueross the shadows of her fair hair
aml seemed itself to eateh a luster
rather than impart it, and the light of
the June day drifted through the gauzy
hat to her face, touching it with a deli-
cate and tender flush that came and
went like the vibrating pink of early
dawi. She bad the divinest stralght
nose, tip tilted a faint, alluring trifle,
and a dimple cleft her chin, “the dead-
liest maelstrom in the world!” He
thrilled through and through. He had
been only wvaguely conscious of the
dimple in the night. It was not until
he saw her by daylight that he really
knew it was there,

The village hummed with life before
them. They walked through shimmer-
Ing alrs. sweeter to breathe than nectar
is to drink. She ecaught a butterfy
basking on a Jimson weed, and before
she let it go held It out to him in ber
band. It was a white butterly, He
asked which was the butterfly.

“Bravo!” she sald, tossing the captive
eraft above their heads and watching

She fastened her rose in place of the
white one,

the small salls cateh the breeze. “And
80 you can make little flatteries In the
morning too. It Is another courtesy
youn should be having from me If it
weren't for the dustiness of it. Walt
till we come to the board walk.”

She had some big pink roses at her
walst,

Indicating t“ese, he answered, “In
the meantime, I know very well a lad
that would be blithe to accept a pretty
token of any lady's high esteem.”

“But you have one already, a very
beautiful one.” She gave him a genial
up and down giance from head to foot,
half quizzical and half applauding, but
g0 quick he scarcely saw it, and he was
glad he had resurrected the straw hat
with the youthful ribbon and his other
festal vestures. “And a very becoming
flower a white rose 18, she continued,
“though I am a bold girl to be blarney-
ing with a young goentleman I met no
longer ago than last night.”

“But why shouldn’t you blarney with
a gentleman when you began by sav-
ing his life¥"

“Especially when the gentleman had
the politenc== 1o zallop about the conn-

with e ekl under his arm.”

was sented on the veranda when Hark- I
lomn turmed im at the gate of the brick

J .‘f'.\.‘ s stal aud luughed softly, bu“
— R, —

+ merest fraction of a second, and she

laughed. Then she dropped his lapel;
and they proceeded. She did not put
the white rose in her belt, but carried
S

The square was heaving with a jos-
tling, moving, good natured, happy und
constantly Increasing crowd that over-
fiowed on Main street in both direc-
tions and whose good nature augment-
ed In the ratio that Its size Increased.
The streets were a kaleldoscope of
many colors, and every window open-
ing on Main street or the square wase
filled with eager faces. By 9 o'clock
all the windows of the courthouse in
the center of the square were occupled.
Here most of the damsels congregated
to enjoy the spectacie of the parade.
and thelr swains attended, posted at
coigns of less vantage behind the la-
dies. Some of the faces that peeped
from the windows of the dark, old,
shady courthouse were pretty, and
some of them were not pretty, but near-
Iy all of thems were rosy cheeked, and
all were pleasant to see because of the
good cheer they. kept.

Here and there, along the sidewalk
below, a father worked his way through
the throng, a licorice bedaubed cherub
on one arin, his coat (borne with long
enough) en the other, followed by a
mother, with the other children hang-
Ing to her skirts and tagging exasper-
atingly behind, bolding red and blue
toy" balloons and delectable candy
batons of spiral striped peppermint in
tightly closed, sadly sticky fingers. A
thousand cries rent the air—the stroll-
ing mountebanks and gypsving booth
merchants, the peanut venders, the
boys with palm leaf fans for sale, the
candy sellers, the popeorn peddlers, the
Italian with the toy balloons that float
like a cluster of colored bubbles above
the heads of the crowd and the bal-
loons that wail like a baby; the red
lemwonade man, shouting in the shrill
voice that reaches everywhere and en-
dures forever: “Lemo’! Lemo'! Five
a glass! lce cole lemo'! Five cents, a
nickel, a balf a dime, the twentieth-
potofadollah! TLemeo'! Ice cole lemo'!™

—all the vociferating harbingers of the ]

circus cerying thelr wares. Timid
youths In shoes covered with dust
through which the morning polish but
dimly shone aud unalterably hooked
by the arm to blushing maidens bought
recklessly of peanuts, of candy, of pop-
corn, of all known sweetmeatis, per-
chance, and forced their way to the
lemonade stands, and there, all shyly,
gllently sipped the erimson stained am-
brosin. Everywhere the hawkers din-
ned, and everywhere was heard the
plaintive squawk of the toy balloon.

In the courthouse yard, and so sin-
ning in the very eve of the law, two
swarthy, shifty looking gentlemen were
opernting with some greasy walnut
shells and o pea what the fanciful or
unsophisticated might have been pleas-
ed to eall a gume of chance, and the
most  intent  spectator of the group
around them was Mr. James Bardlock,
the town marshal. He was simply and
unotticially und earnestly interested,
Thus the eye of the law may not be
gild to have winked upon the nefari-
ousness now under its vision. It gazed
with strong curiosity, an iteh to dab-
ble and, it must be admitted, a grow-
Ing hope of profit, the game was so di-
rect and the playver so sure. Severnl
countrymen had won small sums, and
one, a charmingly rostic stranger, with

u peculine accent (be said that him and
his goll shonld now have a smoot® alt
time off his winninks, though the lady

was nol manifested) hud pocketed $25
with no trouble at all. The two oper-
ators seemed depressed, declaring the
luck ageinst them and the Plattville
people too brilllant at the game.

It was wonderful how the young
couples worked their way arm In arm
through the thickest erowds, never sepa-
rating. Even at the lemonade stands
they drank holding the glasses In their
outer hands. Such are the sacrifices
demanded by etiquette. But, observ-
Ing the graclous outpouring of fortune
upon the rare rustic just mentioned, a
youth in a green tle disengaged his
arm—for the first time in two hours—
from that of a girl who looked upon
him with fond, uncertain smiles and,
conducting her to a corner of the yard,
bade her remain there until he return-
ed. He had to speak to Hartley Bowl-
der, he explained.

Then he plunged, red faced and ex-
cited, into the circle about the shell
manipulators and offered to lay a wa-
ger.

“Hol’ on there, Hen Fentriss,” thickly
objected a flushed young man beside
him. *“Iss my turn.”

“I'm first, Hartley,” returned the ath-
er. “You can bold yer hosses, I reckon.”

“Plenty fer each and all, gents,” in-
terrupted one of the shell men. “Place
yer spondulics on de little ball. W'ich
is de pex’ lucky gent to win our mon-
ey? Gent bets four sixty-five he seen de
little ball go under de middle shell. Up
ahe comes! Dis tlme we wins. Platt-
ville can’t win every time. Who's de
nex’ lucky gent?¥”

Fentriss edged slowly out of the cir-
cle, abashed and with rapidly whiten-
ing cheeks, He paunsed for a moment
outside, slowly realizing that all his
money had gone in one wild, blind
whirl—the money he had earned so
bard and saved so hard to make a holl-
day for his sweetheart and himself. He
stole one glance around the bullding to
where a patient figure walited for him.
Zhen he fed do‘n_l__u side alley and socon

to do with time In a general sort of
way, and thus Schofields’ came to be
reminded that It was getting on toward
10 o'clock, whereas, In the excitement
of festival, he had not yet struck 9.

This, rushing forthwith to do. he did,

and, In the elation of the moment. seven
or elght besides. Miss Helen Sherwood
was looking down on the mass of shift-
ing color from a second story window
of the courthonse, and she bad the
pleasure of seelng Schofields’ emerge
on the steps beneath hier when the bells
had done and heard the cheers (led by
Mr. Martin) with which the ecrowd
greeted his appearance after the per-
formance of his feat.

Ehe turned beamingly to Harkless.

“What a family it Is!” she langhed.
“Just oue blg, jolly family! 1 didn't
Enow people cotld be like this antil 1
came to Plattville.”

“That is the word for It.," he said,
resting his hand on the casement be-

late, but that was long ago.” He lean-
ed from the window to look down. In
his dark cheek was a glow the Carlow
folks had never seen there, and some-
how he seemed less thin and tired than
asual; Indeed, he did not seem tired at
all, by far the contrary, and he carried
bhimself upright, when he was not
stooping to see under the hat, though
not as If he thought about It. *“I be-
lieve they are the best people 1 know,”
he went on. *“Perhaps it is because
they have beeni so kind to me: but
they are kind to each other, too—kind,

good people.”
“l know." she said, nodding, *I
know. There are fat women. women

who rock and rock on plazzas by the
mea, and they speak of country people
as the ‘lower classes” How bappy
this big family is in not knowing It is
the lower classes!”

“We haven't read Nordau down
here,” sald John. *“Old Tom Martin's
favorite work is *The Descent of Man,’
and Miss Tibbs cares most for *Lalla
Rookh’ and ‘Beulah.’ And why not?’

“It was a girl from Southeast Cotton-
bridge, Mass.,” said Helen, “who heard
I was from Indiana and asked me If
I didn’t ‘bate to live so far away from
things' " There was u pause while she
ieaned out of the window with her face
aslde from him. Then she remarked
carelessly, “I met her at Winter Har-
w.li

“Do you go to Winter Harbor?* be
asked.

“We have gone there every summer
untll this one for years. Have You
friends who go there?”

“I had once, There was a classmate
of mine from Rouen"—

“What was his name? Perhaps I
kuow him." She stole a glance at him
and saw that his face had fallen into
sad lines.

“He's forgotten me, 1 dare say. I
haven't seen him for seven years, and
that's a long time, you know, and he's
‘out in the world,’ where remembering
I8 harder. Here In Plattville we don't
forget.”

“Were you ever at Winter Harbor 7"

“lI was ouce. I spent a very happy
day there long ago, when you must
bave been a little girl. 'Were you there
in"—

“Listen!"” she cried. “The procession
is coming. Look at the people!™

The parade had seized a psychologic
al moment. There was a fanfare of
trumpets in the east. Lines of people
rushed for the sireets, and as one look-
ed down on the big straw bats and
sunbonnets and many kinds of finer
head apparei tossing forward they
seemed like sur{ sweeping up the long
beaches, She was eoming at last. The
boys whooped In the middle of the
gtreet.  Bome tossed thelr arms to
heaven, others expressed thelr emotion
by somersaplts; those moest deeply
moved walked on their hands. In the
distance one saw over the heads of the
multitude tossing banners and the
moving crests of triumphu) cars, where
“cohorts were ghining In purple and
gold."

There was another flourish of music.
Then all the band gave sound, and,
with the blare of brass and the crash
of drums, the glory of the parade burst
upon Plattvilie. Glory in the utmost!
The impetus of the march thme musie,
the flare of royal banners, the smiling
of beautiful court ladies and great silk-
en pobles, the swaying of howdahs on
camel and elephant and the awesome
shaking of the earth beneath the ele-
phant's feet and his devastating eve
(every one declared he looked the
alarmed Mr. Bill Bnoddy, stoutest citi-
zen of the county, full in the face as he

passed him, and Mr, Snoddy felt not at
" all reassured when Tom Martin severe-
Iy hinted that it was with the threaten-
Ing glance of a rival); then the badl-
nage of the clown, creaking by In hia
donkey cart; the terrifie recklessness of
the spangled hero who was drawn
along in a cage with twa striped tigers
—the delight of all this glittering pamp
and pageantry needed even more than
walking on your hands to express.

Last of all came the tooting calllope,
followed by swarms of bays as it exe-
cuted “Wait Till the Qlouds Roll By,
Jennle,” with Infinite gusto.

When it had gone Miss Sherwood's
gase relaxed—she had been looking on
as sagerly as any child—and she turned
to speak to Harkless and discovered
that he was no longer In the room. In-
stead she found Minnie and Mr. Wil
letts, whom he had sumwmoned from
another window.

- "
- “He __!_:n called awax

exnplained

side her. “I used to think It was deso- |

went so fast and there were so many
of them that Immediately that whole
portion of the yard became a pushing,
tugging, squirming jam of people.
| “It's on the other side,” said Lige.
“We can see from the hall window.

Come quick before these otber folks fin
it up.™

They followed him across the bulld-
Ing and looked down on an agitated
sWarm of faces. Five men were stand-
Ing on the entrance steps to the door
below them, aud the crowd was thick-
Iy massed beyond, leaving a little seml-
eircle clear nhout the steps. Those be-
hind struggled to get ™oser and leaped
in the air to eatch a glimpse of what
was going on. Huarkless stood alone on
the top step, his hand resting on the
Il.houlder of the pule and contrite and
sobered Hartley. On the lowest Etep
Jim Bardlock was standing with sheep-
ishly hanging hend and between him
'and Harkless the two gamblers of the
walnut shells. The journalist held in
i"" band the Implements of their pro-
fession.

“Yes; give up every cent.” he said
quietly. “You've taken $8¢ from this
boy. Hand it over.”

The men began to edge down closer
‘to the crowd, giving little, swift. des-
| perate, searching looks from left to
right and right to left and moving nerv-
ously about like weasels in a trap.

“Close up., there” said Harkless.
“Don’t let them ount.”

“W'y enn’t we git no square treat-
ment here?” one of the gamblers whin-
ed. But his eyes blazed with a rage
that belied the plaiuiive passivity of
his tone. *“We ain't been runnin’ no
skin. W'y d'ye say we gotter give up
our own money? You gotter prove it
was a skin. We risked our money
fair.”

“Prove It! Come up here, Eph Watts,
Friends” — the editor turned to the
erowd, smillng—""friends, bere’'s a man
We ran out of town once because he
knew too much about things of this
sort. He's come back to us again, and
he’s here to 8tay. He'll give us an ob-
Ject lesson on the shell game.”

“It's pretty slmple remarked Mr.
Watts. “The best way is to pick up
the ball with your second finger and
the back part of your thumb, as you
pretend to lay the shell down over it—
this way.” He [lustrated and showed
several methods of manipulation with
professional sang froid. and as he
made plan the vulgar swindle by which
many bad been duped that morning
there arose an angry and threatening
murmur,

“You all see,” sald Harkless, ralsipg
his volce, “what a simple cheat it ls—
an old, wornout one. Yet a lot of you
lost your own money on it and then
stood by. staring like idiots, and let
Hartley Bowlder lose $8G, and not one
of you lifted & hand. How hard did
Fou work for what these two cheap
crooks took from you? Ah”™ he eried.
“it 18 because you were greedy that
they robbed you mo easily! You know
it's true. It's when you want to get
something for mnothing that the ‘con-
fidence men' steal the money you sweat
for and make you the laughingstock
of the country. And you, Jim Bard-
lock, town marshai; you, who con-
fess that you ‘went in the game 60
cents’ worth’ yourself”— His face was
wrathful and stern as he ralsed his ac-
cusing hand and leveled it at the un-
happy municipal.

The town marshal smiled uneasily
and deprecatingly about him and, see-
ing only angry, frowning brows. hear-
ing only words of condemnation, passed
his hand unsteadily over his fat mus-
tache, shifted from one leg to the other
, and back again, looked up, looked

down, and then, an amiable and pleas-

ure loving man, beholding nothing but
laccnsation and wrath In heaven and
earth and wishing nothing more than
; o sink into the waters under the
earth, but having no way of reaching
them, and finding his troubles quite
unbearable and bimself unable to meet
the manifold eye of man, be sought re-
llef after the unsagacious fashion of
a larger bird than he. His burly form

underwent a series of convulsions not
unlike sobs, and he shut his eyes tight |
and held them so, presenting a pletare
of misery unequsaled in the memory of

*Yeou, you, a man clected to"—

any spectator. The editor's outstreteh-
ed hand began to shake. “You,™ he

I ——
22222._.:::,--::,o.o:.oo.oooo.-.o. .:t He eame back and thanked her. “Will conzunmmately,  and her  eves  closed Cwas ent vpea the conuntry rond. tramp- Lige. “He thought he'd be back bhefore 07—
b MR S e T S T o 4 ¥you pin It on for me, Charmion?* tight with the wirth of it. She bad  Ing =oddoniy  homeward throagh the t | There
f:: 4 “I don’t know what call you got to | taken one of tiae roses from her waist, | dust. bix chin sank in bis breast and his M' p:;:d:; ‘::.z:::; ::dd'l-d:l’t,:;;’? o - came from the cruwd 190 towmg
;“ - speak to me out of wy name.” she re- | and as she stood holding it by the long : hands< clinehes? tizht at his shides. Now speak to you."” o "'.I.'ht‘-‘.. bigh keyed voiee drawiiag,
L] e en em an ™ sponded, looking at the floor moodily. | stem Its cool petals lightly pressed her | and then he stopped and bitterly buarl- “Called a I ain’t ha *‘ thm' 1“-'.“~I
& to 4 “Why?" he nsked, surprised. Hps. ed a stone ot a piping bird on the fence Minae llmvd. “On, o -w.“- feathers Gtten for an
— o . “l don’t see why vou want to make | wyqy may have it—in exchange,” she or gay hobwhite in the flelds. At noon for Mr. Harkless * everybody sends ®Strich, :
E‘ rom In d‘an 3 fun of me.™ aaid. He bent down to her, and she the patient tfigure was still walting In “Tt '...- a farmer name of Bowlder.” and m to the n‘ . ”
° § “I beg your pardon. Cynthia.” he said | fastened ber rose in place of the white the corner of the courthouse yard, meek- added Mr, Willetts. “His son Hartley ;'. the boy's Harey® = L
E . = gravely. “l1 didn't wean to do t.!:mt. L! one in his cont. She did not ask him, Iy twisting a coral ring upon her tinger. drinking again. and there ain't any tm?l down .-" and h"ﬁ e
p By BoortH TA REKINGTON 32 baven't been consfderate. I didn’t think | girectly or indirectly, who had put the  But the finstad youns man who had but Harkless can do anything with; o0® who had spoken.
b 94 $eod | you'd be displeased. I'm very sorry. | white one there for him. She knew by ®poken thickiy o her deserter drew an | poo oot let A’ tackle & sick suan tol There was & turbulent S B
$o%  Consrigpr. 1899, sy Deubledoy €@ MeClure Co o4 | Won't you pin it on my eoat?” the way it was pinned tbat he had envied roll of bunk bills from his pock- Jurse or @ tipsy feller to handle. and || €Towd, and a ery arose: “Rum 'om ewtl
. Conyright, 1902, by McClure, Philliss @ Co. $o% Her face was lifted in grateful pleas- done it himself. “Who s it that ev'ry et and began to bhet with tipsy caution, tell yon." Mr. Willetts went o with | Ride "em on a rail!
¥ ™ ure, and she began to pin the rose to his morning brings me these lovely flow- While the circle about the gamblers oy p s Run " Tar and feathese!
i rrrarereerd * 4 lapel. Her hands were large and red 7" she burlesqued he be watched with fervid interest, ially enthusiasm. “he is at home. It beats :‘ o Sut ¢ Sownr*
b 3ot B b B e *% - ers?” s urlesqued as he bent over espec me, and lots of people don’t think cof. 1 wouldn't dillydally s
+ vaa a4 a f ot 8l TR and trembled. She dropped the flower her. ‘ Mr. Bardlock, town marshal. lege does n man any good Wh he | 70U sald Harkiess, 4 long wese
and, saying buskily. “I don’t know a8 Il wyie vornne » be returned. I will| ¥From far up Maln street came the ey o s o sullenly pla roll of blile wee
p . could do it right.,” seized violently upon g ¥ cry “She’'s a-comin’! She's a-comin!™ way old Fis"— Miss Briscoe placed im his M which he
CHAPTER V. time to arrange his hair with a pair of a plle of dlnhes.and Sarsiel Piosn thi point him out to you. You must see Sua tile’ damsl £ of The ol Interrupted him. counted and turned over to the »
right sun of cirens day | brushes. When at last it sulted him bim and Mr. Bodeffer, who is the old- S “See!” she cried. pointing ont of the | Bowider. One of the shell
IS Al ¥ az room + proving only one of a dozen false i men clutehed
I shone into Harkless” window, | and his dressing was complete, he sal- Harkleas 1 the pinned 1t est Inhabitant and the crossest of (.ar'-l s nd discussions took | WIMdow. “lmlr. out there! Something's ﬂl: editor’s sleeve with his disty band
and he awoke to tind Limself K led forth to breakfast. If. with th al | o™ loned siiver time. | MAPPened! . We hain't dene wi' youse,” he said
® X h 1 after him as bhe t mﬂ.mmlm': himself, with the intern “Will you present them to me?” | place over old fashioned or tm There was a swirl In th d hoarsely. “D et
smiling. For a little while he enophon stared after him a wen tion that the red haired wait- sl ol 4’ bl a5 10 when “sbe” was reaily drie. = n the crowd be e " & s
lay content, drowsily wondering why | out of the gate whistling heartily. The ress was the queerest creature in the S oy Ny SO N Behoflelds' Henry was much appealed ' . Men were ruuning around a cor- minute, see?”
he smiled. only knowing fhut there  old darky lifted his hands, palms out- village, and set forth upon his holiday, | [oX¢ Some of my time with you away to as an arbiter In these discussions, | " Of the courthouse. and the women The town marshal o
was something mew. It was thus ps , Ward - from me. 1 F and children were harking after. They bris Y=
Mr. Lige Willetts, a stalwart bach- he from a sense of his having a good deal kly and,
a boy he had wakened on m.-u,duyl “Lin" name, who dat?* he exclalmed elor, the most eligible in Carlow, 1 Her eyes sparkled into his for the

placing a band on each o8
the gamblers, said, “I do bereby arvest
your said persons and declare you myp

“This way, Jim. Quick!™
less, bending down and
the gamblers balf way
“Get through the hall to
and then run ‘em to
one will stop you that
1 will hold this door.”

back, there!” he shouted. *“It's
Don’t be foollsh. The lmw
enough for us. Stand back, will
He was shoving

bhand and elbow, when a
group of men suddenly
steps  together, and
Swung out over their
hat with a gay ribbon j

the alr. The editors Tong
out swiftly frem his body

not
The

directions, the hands
clinched and hard. next
be and Mr. Watts stood &lene
steps, and a man with a bleed|
pheming mouth dropped bis
tried to loke himself In the
Watts was returning some thing e hed
not used to his bip pocket.

“Prophets of [srael!™ sxclatmed WD
Ham Todd ruefully. “[t wasn't Eph
Watts’ pistol. Did you see Mr. Harp
less? 1 was up en them steps when he
begun. 1 don't believe he needs as
much takin' care of as we think.”

“Waen't it one of them Crossroads
devils that knocked his bat off 1" asked
Judd Bennett. “I thought | see Bek
Bkillett run up with a club.”

Harkless threw open the doors be
hind him. 'The ball was empty. “Yom
mAay come In now,” he said. “This len't
my courthouse.,™

TO BE CONTINURD.
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The Reward of an Anstaton

“Why are you losing sleep and exert-
ing your energies to win fame and for-
tune?” asked the man who avolds em-
thustasme, . 8 .

"1 don't know, exactly,” snswered the
man with a passion for work. ‘L suppose
my reward will come in future génsra-
tlons when somée young man is enabled
by my previous exertions 'to wear @
monocle and say by Jove" Instead af
working.”—Washingtou Star;

Fleandish Ingenuty,

“Brooks,” sald Rivers, “look ai that
cane Upgardson carries.”

“What's pecullar about ft? asked
Brooks.

“It's a deadly weapon—ithat's all.”

“Sword "

“Worse than that.”

“Rifle?

“Worse than that,” safd 'Rivers,'in
An agitated volce. “It's a Oute. " —Ohis
cago Tribune.
— R e

Damngerens Leardisag. .

Yeast—I see & school has been stare-
od in Washington where scholare are
taught to be ambidextrous.

, Crimsonbeak—Taught to use both
hands?

“Precisely.” R

“Well, T hope they'll manige to keep
the graduates out of the . treasury.™—
Yonkers Statesman. )

Toe Clése te Toueh;
Long—Are you scquainfed with Gram
pitt?

1

I

Short—Sure. He's on.‘-ot my siosam
friends. ’ ’
Loog—Indeed?

Bhort—Yes. Why, he's so close thatl
ean’t even borrow a dollarof him —Cia-
cinnati Enquirer, -

Ansther Chance Emnceunter,
Leftrich (formerly Saymold Storey,
acknowledging intruoduction at clab)—
Seemd to me we met once béfors, in &
Pullman sleeper, .
Fellaire (formerly Rusty Ruofas)—
Quite likely. One meets all morts of
people Im one's iravels—Chicage T
bune.

Happily Adfuated., - .

“Let's arrive at a mutual undesstand-
ing.” sald the Englishman; after the heat
of the argument had subsided.: 1 Gok"t
want you o think I'mm thfel™

“A¥ coorse not,” repiedthe Irishman,
“an’ Ol don's want ye to U'ink Of 'ink
ye're a thafe. But ye are.”—N. Y, Trib-
une

ne Sert. 5 T

“There goes Roxham. Every time I
Shink of that man’s financial embarress-
ment, it makes me yearn to belp him.”

“Financial embarrassment?” =

“Yes; he's golL se much money he
doesn’'t know what to do with itL™—
Catholic Standard and Times.

Proved the Preoverb, -
“Nuritch has provea the wurath el.th]
old saying, ‘swoney maces the s
“How so?” _ l
“He was satisfled with that MNttle diare
he had until he got mone; enough s
buy an automotyle."—Phiiadelphia hed-

| ger.

American Apples in m‘_
American apries are seen on evesy
fruit stand end sre peddled through
eovery strest In Berlin. the price balng
five centa u pound. Germany connuibed

‘Whmm;":w.am'd:«d‘

-about 7,800 rons ol our apples Siaring
<l iyt \



